TUMBLING  IN   THE   HAY
bored; and if there were nothing but brains in Ireland
there would be very little sport. Which things go
to prove that it takes all the vertebrae to make a man
with a backbone.
That is how I came to be a patriot from a mixture
of admirations for Cusack's calves and Griffith's
character; from the heroic tradition of the invincible
athletic Gael, and for the actual existence of one
incorruptible modern statesman.
The " pre-requisites," as the Citizen, the Revolu-
tionary, would call them, for a movement in a
nation are self-sacrifice, a newspaper and a public
meeting. Obviously the newspaper is necessary to
enlighten the people before they will come up for a
public meeting, and there must be a lot of private
friends at the meeting to keep it public. Otherwise
it might be broken up. And meanwhile each friend
has to work for the Cause. I worked for the Cause
on Tom Kettle, only to be met with a rebuff. I was
advised to ask him who made the country an invalid
by draining it of its life blood in emigration and
taxation, and if he thought that by walking into the
enemy's parlour in Westminster he was likely to
effect a change. I did not try the Cause on the
Benign Doctor, because he knew all about causes from
the days of Corcyra and Cleon down.
I wasn't much good at self-sacrifice. There was
no need to be. So many people were sacrificing me
at the moment that it would have seemed superfluous
to try it on myself. But if you couldn't find anything
in yourself that was in need of being sacrificed, at
least you should take the whole thing seriously and
not turn it into a laughing matter. That is why
there was so little talk in the Stad, for fear anyone
might laugh while the nation was being re-born.
And yet midwives are cheery people. Besides, I
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